to me need no longer puzzle anyone. They could hardly have
happened to a white girl steeped from her birth in the pseudo-
Christianity of the Churches. I take it that the missionary lifted
her straight out of her native tribal fetichism into an unbiassed
contemplation of the Bible with its series of gods marking stages
in the development of the conception of God from the monster
Bogey Man the Everlasting Father, the Prince of Peace. She

has still to consider the Church of England's sublimation
of God to spirit without body, parts? nor passions, with its
corollary that in spite of the fourth gospel God is not Love.
Love is not enough (Edith Cavell made that discovery about
Patriotism) and the Black Girl finds it wiser to take Voltaire's
advice by cultivating her garden and bringing up her picca-
ninnies than to spend her life imagining that she can find a com-
plete explanation of the universe by laying about her with her
knobkerry.
Still, the knobkerry has to be used as far as the way is clear.
Mere agnosticism is useless to the police. When the question
of the existence of Noah's idol is raised on the point, vital to
high civilization, whether our'children shall continue to be
brought up to worship it and compound for their sins by sacri-
ficing to it, or, more cheaply, by sheltering themselves behind
another's sacrifice to it, then whoever hesitates to bring down
the knobkerry with might and main is ludicrously unfit to have
any part in the government of a modern State. The importance
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